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Induftrious Souldierfhip. 

Sej. The time approaches, 
That will with due decifion make vs know 
What we (hail fay we haue,and what we owe : 
Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfurc hopes relate, 
But certainc iflue, ftroakes muft arbitrate, 
Towards which,aduancc the warre. Exeunt marching 


TbeTragedie ol^Machetk 


Scena Ouinta. 


Enter Macbeth , Sey ton, & Souldiers, with\ 
Drum and Colours, 

UWacb. Hang out our Banners on the outward walls, 
The Cry is ftill, they come : our Caftlcs ftrengrh 
Will laugh a Siedge to fcorne : Heer e let them lye, 
Till Famine and the Ague cate them vp : 
Were they not for c'd with thofe that lhould be ours, 
We might hauc met them darefull, beard to beard , 
And bcatc them backward home. What is that noyfe ? 

A Cry within of Women. 

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good Lord. 

Macb. I haue almoft forgot the tafte of Feares : 
The time ha's becne, my fences would haue cool'd 
To heare a Night-fhrieke, and my Fell of haire 
Would at a difmall Treatife rowz.e, and ftirre 
As life were in't. I hauc fupt full with horrors, 
Direnefte familiar to my flaughterous thoughts 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sty* The Queene (my LorrQ is dead. 

Macb. She fliould haue dy'dehecreafrer ; 
There would haue becne a time for fuch a word : 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Crecpes id this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft Syllable ofRecorded time : 
And all our yefterdayes, hauc lighted Foolcs 
The way to dufty deaths Out, out, brcefe Candle, 
Life's but a walking Shadow,a poore Player, 
That ftruts and frets his houre vpon the Stage, 
And thenis heard no more. U is a Tale 
Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter aCMeffcnger, 

Thou com'ft to vfethy Tongue : thy Story quickly » 

Mef. Gracious rryLorJ, 
I fhould report that which I fay I faw, 
But know not how to doo'tt 

Macb. Well, fay fir. 

Mef. As I did ftand my watch vpon the Hill 
I look'd toward Byrnane, and ancn me thought 
The Wood began to moue. 

M*cb. Lyar,and Slaue. 

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, iPt be nor. fo : 
Within this three Mile may you fee it con/ming. 
I fay, a roouingGrouc. 

Idacb. Ifthouipeak'ftfhlfc, 
Vpon the next Tree (hall thou hangaliue 
Till Famine cling thee : If thy fpeech be foeth, 
I care not ifthou doft for me as much, 
I pull ip Refolution, and begin 
To doubt th'Equiuocationof the Fiend, 
That lies like truth. Fcare not.tili Byrnane Wood 
Do come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood 


Comes toward Dunlinanc^ 
If this which he auouches, do's appeare, ° Ut ' 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying h Crc 
I 'ginnc to be a-wcary of the Sun, * 
And wirti th'eftate oth world werenow vnH 
Ring the Alarum Bel!, blow Winde, come u^V 
Atleaft wce'I dye with Harneffeon eurbacke \ 



Scena Sexta. 


Drutxmc and Colours. 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, MacdnWe.and ti*si . 
mthTScugbes. 

Mai. Now neere enough : 
Your leauy Skreenes throw downe, 
And (hew like thofc you arc : You (worthy VnkJ \ 
Shall with my Cofin your nght Noble Sonne 
Leade our firft Battell. Worthy Macduffe, and w 
Shall take vpon s what elfe remaines to do[ CC 
According to our order. 

Sey. Fare you well: 
Do we but finde the Tyrants power to ni©ht 
Let vs be beaten, if we cannot fight. * ' 

-Macd .Make all our Trumpet* fpcak,giue the all breadi 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers ofBlood,& Death. £^ 

Alarums continued. 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. They haue tied me to a ftake, I cannot flyc, 
But Beare-Iike 1 muft fight the courfe. What's he 
That was not borne of Woman? Such a one 
Am I to feare, ox none. 

Enter young Seyward* 

T.Sey. What is thy name? 

Macb. Thou'lt be affraid to heare it. 

T. Sey. No : though thou call'ft thy felfe a hoter name 
Then any is in hell. 

Macb. Mynzmc'zCMacbefh. 

r.^.Thediuellhimfelfe could not pronounce a Title 
More hatcfull to mine earc. 

Macb. No: nor more fearcfull. 

T.Sey. Thou lyeft abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword 
He proue the lye thou fpeak ft. 

Fights andyoung Seyward flainc, 

Macb. Thou was't borne of woman ; 
But Swords I fmile at, Weapons laugh to fcorne, 
Brandifti'd by man that's of a Woman t>ome. t$ft* 
Alarums. Enter Macduffe. 

Macd. That way the noife is : Tyrant fhew thy face, 
If thou beeft flaine, and with no ftroake of mine, 
My Wife and Children* Ghofts will haunt me ftill : 
I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe armes 
Ate hyr'd to beare their Staues ; either thauMacbctk 
Or elfe my Sword with an.vnbattered edge 
I {heath againe vndeeded , There thou Ihould'fl be, 
By this greae clatter, one ofgreateft note 

Scenes 
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met bruited. Let me finde him Fortune, 
JJdmorcIbeggcnot. Exit. 

Enter (Jblalcolme and Seyward. 


Alarums. 


Sej. This way my Lord,the Catties gently rendred : 
The Tyrants pcople,on both fides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do brauely in the Warre, 
The day almoft it feife profelTes yours, 
*pd little is to 3b. 

jrfalc- We haue met with Foes 
That ftrike befidevs. 

Sej. Enter Sir,theCafllc. Exeunt; Alarum 
Enter Afacbeth . 

Macb. Why fhould I play the Roman Foole,and dye 
On mine ownefword? whiles I fee liues,the gaflhes 

00 better vpon them. 

Enter Jiiacduffe. 

llacd. Turne Hell-hound, turne. 

'Macb. Of all men elfe I haue auoyded thee : 
But get thee backe* my foulc is too much charg'd 
With blood of ihine already. 

tJMacd. I haue no words, 
My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villaine ' 
Jhcn tearmcs can giue thec out. Fight : Alarum 

Macb. Thouloofcft labour^ 
As eahe may'ft thou the intrenchant Ayre 
With thy kcene Sword imprefle^s make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Cretts, 

1 beare a charmed Life, which muft not yeeld 
To one of woman borne. 

Macd. Difpairethy Charme, 
And let the Angcll whom thou ftill haft feru'd 
Tell thee, Macduffe was from his Mothers womb 
Vn timely ri jit. 

Macb. Accurfedbe that tongue that- tels mcefo ; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : 
And be thefe lugling Fiends no more belccu'd, 
That palter with vs in a double fence, 
That keepe the word ofpromife to our care, 
And breake it to our hope. He not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yeeld thee Coward, 
And hue to be the {hew, and gaze o'ch'time. 
Wee'l haue thee,as oar rarer Monfters are 
Painted vpon a pole,and tnder-writ, 
Hcere may you fee the Tyrant . 

Macb. I will not yeeld 
To kiffe the ground before young Malcolmes feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe. 
Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane, 
And thou oppos'd, bein g of no woman borne, 
Yet I will try the laft. Before my body, 
I throw my watlike Shield : Lay on Macdufe 9 
And damn'd be him, that firft cries hold,cnough. 

Exeunt fighting. - Alarums. 


Eater Fighting, and Macbeth ftaine. 

Retreated Flouri(h, Enter with ftmmme an d£ clours % 
Malcolm,Seyrvard,R*Jfe ^Thanes \& Soldiers. 

Mai. I would the Friends wemifle, were fafearriu'd' 

Sey. Some muft gooff: and yet by thefe I fee, 
So great a day as this i s cheapcly bought. 

Mai. Macduffe is mi(Ting,and your Noble Sonne. 

Raffe Your Ion my Lord^ha's paid aiouldiers dchr, v 
He onely liu J d but till he was a man, 
The which no fooner had his Proweffe confirmed 
In the vnfhrinking ftation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'de. 

Sey. Then he is dead? 

Rojfe.l^nd brought off the field: your caufe of forrow 
Muft not be mcaiur'd by his worth, for then 
k hath no end* 

Sey. Had he his hurts before > 

Tsoffe. I.on the Front. 

Sej. Why then, Gods Soldier be he t 
Had I as many Sonnes, as 1 haue haires, 
I would not wifh them to a fairer death: 
And lohis Knell h knoll'd. 

MaL Hee's worth more forrovv, 
And thatllefpend for him. 

Sey. He's worth no more, 
They fay he parted well 3 and paid his fcore, 
And fo God be with hi m. Here comes newer comfort. 
Enter Macduffe\with Msicbeths head. 

Macd. H3ile King, for io thou art. 
Behold where ftands 

Th' Vfurpcrs curfed head : the time is free : 
1 fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Pcaile ? 
That fpcake my falutation in their minds : 
Whofe voyees I defire alowd with mine. 
Haile King of Scotland. 

AIL Haile King of Scotland, Flourifb, 
Mai. We fbaii not fpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your feucrail loues, 
And make vs euen with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earles, the fit ft that euer Scotland 
in fuch an Honor nam cl : What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the timcj 
As calling home our cxii'd Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Miniften 
Of this dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene; 
Who(as 'tis thought) by felfe and violent hands, 
Tooke off her life. This^nd what needfull elfe 
That call's vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace, 
W e will pcrforme in meafure^timejand place : 
So thankes to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we inuite, to fee vs Crownd at Scone. 

Flourijb. Exeunt Omneit 


FINIS. 


